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One 


Author's Notes: 
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A hand appeared and gave a hard twist to the peg that held the ‘D' string. 
"Yer out of tune." 


Markus shot Steve the finger. "I was not until you happened. Do you not have nothing better to do than play 
with my bass?" 


Steve sat down on the equipment case next to him. "I ‘ate waitin’ to go on. Bludi borin.” 
Markus grinned. "Well, we could have you play first tonight.” 


"Right. | don't fink it would work Someone would get their knickers in a twist. Besides, we wouldn't wanna make 


you look bad y'know?" 


Markus did his best to glare but the familiar smile won out. "We would give you a run for the money: 
"Wif those legs? We'd ‘ave to take a bludi train to keep up. 

A droll voice interrupted the laughter. "Conspiring with the enemy Markus?" 

Steve looked up at the tall guitarist. "See wot | mean Markus? More bludi legs” 


Weiki looked down, bending his knee and standing on one leg while he examined the other. "Yes, they are legs. 


You do have them, is just yours are much shorter." 


Steve stood up, tipping his head back and glaring at Weiki. "They reach the ground so they're as long as they 


need to be." 
Weiki snorted. "Is a good thing you live in a country with short ground." 


Steve started to laugh, giving Weiki the finger. "Smartarse. I'm off to get ready. See you after the show. An’ 
try not to embarrass yerself Markus." 


Markus and Weiki watched him walk off, Markus letting out a quiet groan. "Do you think he would be upset if | 
asked him to be naked?" 


Weiki rolled his eyes. "If he is, what is the worst he can do? Kick your knee?" 


The gig over, several of the band members whiled away a few hours in the hotel bar. Markus was practically 
mooning over Steve, staring at him with a long face and rather ravenous puppy eyes. Weiki nudged him in the 


ribs. "Why do you not go talk to him?" 


Markus snorted, rolling his eyes. "Ja, Weiki. And | say ‘Excuse me Steve, but would you like to come to my 


room and be naked?" 
Weiki let loose with one of his snortgiggles. "Ja, why not?" 


Markus shot him a look that should have resulted in a million slivers of Weiki spread all over the table. "Ha, ha. 
So funny.” 


"You could invite him to play a game, like, ah, what is, ah yes is strip poker!" 


Markus sat up. "Hmmm. But nein, | am not so good at poker. Maybe we play strip bass." 


Weiki snapped his fingers. "Jal Play that!" 

"Weiki, how can you play strip bass?" 

"You play, he play. If you make a mistake, you take off some clothes." 

Markus scratched his head. "But how... 

Weiki sat forward. "Listen..." 

Plan firmly in mind, Markus cornered Steve near the elevators. "Steve! You play good tonight." 

Steve grinned, leaning on the wall as he waited for the doors to open. "Fanks Markus, you too." 

Markus sighed. "Is pity you do not ever use plectrum. Would give you many more ways." 

Steve snorted, standing up and waiting while several people got off the car before stepping in, pushing the 
button for his floor and raising an eyebrow at Markus. "Never needed one. Me fingers are good enough. Wot 
floor?" 

Markus shrugged. "Same. Fingers is good, but you could not do with fingers the same things." 

"Bludi well can" 

"Nein. If you were not so tired | would tell you bring your bass and come play and | show you." 


Steve shot him a glare. "Nefer said | was tired. Wot room?" 


Markus nearly high fived himself. "| show you." Stepping out of the elevator, he led Steve down the hall and 


stopped outside a door. "This one." 


Steve nodded. "Right. Back in a few." Markus watched him walk down the hall, mentally patting himself on the 
back. 


Both basses cabled, the two men stared at each other. Markus had produced deck of cards. "I cut, you cut. 
One with high card plays, other must play same." 


Steve nodded. "And wot ‘appens when one of us ‘as a cock up?" 


Markus shrugged. "Play for money?" 

Steve grinned. "Right mate, but I'm gonna feel bad when you ‘ave to beg off Weiki.” 

Markus grinned back. "Cut." 

Half an hour later, both men were sweating and swearing. So far no money had changed hands and both were 
getting rather frustrated, yet at the same time they both would have had to admit they were pulling things 
from each other no one would have believed. Markus took off his bass and stripped off his shirt, tossing it on 
the chair before lifting the strap back over his shoulder. 

Steve snorted, "Gettin! too warm fer ya?" 

Markus planted his feet and crossed his arms over his chest. "Is your turn. Cut” 

Steve cut the cards, swearing when he saw a three of spades. Markus grinned, making his cut, holding up a ten 
of diamonds. Thinking for a moment, he placed his fingers on the strings and then ripped into several lightning 
fast runs. Steve watched, nodding when he finished and then repeated the notes. 


Markus cocked his head from side to side. "Not bad" 


Steve lifted his shirt and wiped his face. "Bludi fings too wet to ‘elp." Lifting his bass off, he set it down against 
the chair and stripped off his shirt as well. Putting his bass back on, he grinned at Marcus. "Cut." 


Several more rounds passed before Markus called for a minute, lifting his hair from his neck and fanning 


himself. 


Steve raised an arm and wiped the sweatband over his face, more of a habit since it did little to remove the 


moisture from his skin. "Cut." 


Markus picked up his discarded shirt and ran it over his face. "I think it is time we make things more 


interesting." 


Steve cocked an eyebrow, crossing his arms and giving Markus that slightly crooked grin. "You do? An’ wot are 
you finkin' we should up it to?" 


Markus' eyes swept over Steve, focusing on a trickle of sweat that appeared on his neck and ran down his skin, 
threading its way over his collarbone and onto his chest until it got lost in the tangle of hair. "First who makes 
mistake has to suck the other one's dick" 


Steve snorted, the grin widening. "Better warm up yer lips as well as yer fingers mate." 


Markus grinned back. "You first." 


Steve wiped his hands on his jeans. "Ready?" 


Markus nodded, eyes intent on Steve's hands as he placed them on the bass. A low rumble filled the room, a 
series of single notes, a run of triples then a final flourish of runs up the frets. Steve stopped, resting his 
hands on the edge of the body and raised an eyebrow. Markus pursed his cheeks and puffed out a breath. "Is 
good." Wiping his own hands, he bent his head and ran through the series of notes in his mind before letting 
his fingers begin. 


Steve watched him, Markus as wet with sweat as he was, flinging beads from his curls as they danced with 
the movements of his head, his fingers mimicking Steve's. Finishing he grinned, looking up to find Steve's eyes 
studying him. "ls right?" 


Steve nodded. "Yeah." 


Markus laughed. "Now me." Markus stepped closer, spreading his legs and leaning back, thrusting his hips 
forward and bending his knees, starting out with a run of slaps, mentally dancing in expected triumph, he knew 
Steve didn't play that style and if it went well the contest would be over before it started. Finishing with a 
series of rapid lead changes, he stopped, lifting his head to watch. 


Steve didn't hesitate, starting immediately, his posture similar, legs slightly spread, hips thrust forward, his 
face a mask of concentration His hair fell down to cover his face, an unconscious toss of his head sending it 
flying back, throwing sweat that Markus felt burn his skin As soon as he finished the challenge Markus had 
thrown, he started another series, Markus not waiting but stepping in and playing an echo only a few bars 
behind. 


How long it went on neither knew; Steve would reach the end of a bit and wait, letting Markus finish and begin 
the next, both men dripping with sweat, their jeans darkened from the waist down to mid thigh as they dueled, 
pushing back and forth, high on adrenaline. 

Steve was gritting his teeth, the back of his bass rubbing uncomfortably against his cock, having to shift it 
around to keep from losing his mind. Markus was no better, his normally goofy grin long gone as he tried to 
ignore the ache building in his balls, his cock throbbing. 

Then... 

It was over. 

A missed string, the chunk of a bad note. 


Both men stopped, breathing hard, staring at each other. 


"Ah, fuck." 


Steve gathered his hair back, lifting the wet strands away from his neck. "Markus." 
Markus swore again. "Ja, yes, | know." 

Steve grinned. "You fucked it" 

"Ja, yes, Steve, | know." 

"So, you lost" 

Markus sighed. "Ja, | did" 


Steve dropped his hair and then lifted the bass off, leaning it against the chair. "So you know wot this means 
right?" Steve's hands went to the waist of his jeans. 


Markus took his bass off as well, leaning it next to Steve's. "Ja" 


Steve busted out laughing. "Cor, ya daft bugger, I'm not gonna make you suck me dick. | am gonna get a bludi 
shower though, you worked me arse off" Steve only made it a couple of steps before one of those large paws 


wrapped around his wrist. Turning, he stared at Markus. 
Markus gave him a half grin. "But | want to." 


Steve hissed, his already stiff cock throbbing at the thought of this giant of a man on his knees. Letting 
Markus draw him to the bed, he stood quietly, dark brown eyes intent on the fingers that were fumbling with 
his jeans. Finally, the button popped free, the zipper gliding down, the cooler air of the room making Steve 
shiver as it washed over the heated flesh. 


Markus pushed the jeans down over his hips, his fingers trembling against Steve's skin. Strong, rough hands 


suddenly covered his, making him jump, raising his eyes from Steve's crotch. 


"Look Markus, really, | don't fink this is such a good idea. | don’ want fings to be ‘ard fer boff of us to be 


round each other, y'know?" 


Markus shrugged, sliding his fingertips over Steve's stomach and dipping them down into the patch of hair 
exposed by his open jeans. "It is not hard for me." 


Steve's grin was wicked enough that Markus felt his cock twitch. "Move yer ‘and a bit down an’ you'll see 


different.” 


Markus shook his head. "First | want you to get rid of these." Markus tugged on his jeans. Steve toed off his 
shoes, pushing his jeans down his legs and bending to draw them off, taking his socks with them. Naked except 


for the faint blush covering his face, he stood in front of Markus, hands at his sides, body still glistening with 
sweat from their previous exertions and arousal. Markus licked his lips, taking Steve by the wrist and guiding 
him to the oversized armchair next to the window, placing a finger on his chest and giving him a gentle push 


to urge him to sit. Steve let himself drop into the chair, Markus spreading his legs and kneeling between. 


Steve closed his eyes as long, strong fingers massaged his inner thighs, the rough pads catching on the hair, 
warm breath washing over his groin as Markus bent his head over him. Unsure of what to expect, Steve 
grunted when teeth began tugging on the patch of hair, moving closer to his cock with each pull, Markus’ lips 
just brushing against him. Steve's fingers combed through Markus curls, coming to rest on the back of his 


head and gently urging his mouth closer to the straining cock rising from his groin 


Markus made him wait, instead starting with his balls, taking a fold of the thin skin of his sac between his lips 
and sucking it carefully, Steve shifting in the chair and groaning at the pressure. Small sucks all over the sac, 
Markus sliding his hand under to cup it in his palm and slip one of Steve's balls into his mouth, tasting musk 
and sweat, rolling it over his tongue and trapping it against the roof of his mouth before letting it pop from 
his lips and sucking the other inside, repeating the teasing before letting it go as well and lapping the sac, lifting 
it to run his tongue over the back until Steve was tugging his hair, hissing curses as he thrust his crotch up. 


Markus lifted his head, running his tongue up the underside of Steve's cock, wrapping his hand around the base 
and holding it while he lapped the head like an ice cream, precum flavoring the flesh, quick flicks of his tongue 
making Steve groan. “Bludi ‘ell Markus, you gonna suck it or just lick it to deaf?" 


Markus grinned, opening his mouth and guiding Steve's cock inside, moving his hand and taking it to the root in 
one long suck Steve nearly shot from the chair, eyes wide open. Markus had swallowed him down with no 
effort, the big man now sucking up the shaft with such fury that Steve could hear the sound, Markus’ cheeks 
hollowing around him. Swooping back down, drawing up so slowly that Steve's hips rose up, the suction almost 
painful, gasping when Markus reached the head and rolled his tongue over it, sliding back down till his nose was 


buried in the hair. 


Markus had palmed his sac, the large hand closing around it and manipulating his balls, tightening his hand 
slowly as he sucked up the shaft, releasing it and rolling the sac over his fingers as he took Steve's cock back 
into his mouth. Markus had popped open his jeans and pulled his cock free, wanking himself, grunting around 


Steve's cock as his hand tugged and twisted the head of his own cock. 


Sounds filled the rooms, Steve's gasps and groans, Markus’ slurps and sucks, the slap of flesh on flesh as 
Markus pounded his cock with his hand, fucking his fist, his own rising orgasm transmitted to Steve through 
grunts and moans via his cock Markus' body stiffened, the movements of his mouth frantic as he jerked and 
shuddered, wet heat hitting Steve's leg and running down his calf. Steve cried out, thrusting his hips up hard, 
his hand pushing Markus’ head down onto his cock as his come spurted over his tongue, filling his mouth, 
Markus swallowing to keep from choking on the thick seed, sucking even as he shivered with the last of his 
own orgasm, rhythmic squeezes of Steve's balls forcing the last bit into his mouth. 


Steve groaned, shivering as Markus gave a last long suck up his shaft, running his tongue over the head 


before letting it slip free, resting his head on Steve's hip as he caught his breath. Steve groaned again, letting 
his hands fall to Markus’ shoulders, taking deep breaths and trying to gather in his scattered thoughts and 
racing heart. 


"Yer almost as good at that as you are playin’ bass." Markus snorted, but the grin on his face matched the 


one on Steve's. "Now | really need a shower, an’ a kip." 

Markus sighed, his face sad. "Ja, it is a pity you cannot do it again" 

Steve frowned. "Do wot?" 

Markus gestured toward Steve's crotch. "Is a pity is old and needs to rest before it works again 
Markus curbed the grin at the flash of anger on Steve's face. "Wot?" 


A shrug of those broad shoulders. "Is ok. Maybe you can fuck me when it works again, maybe tomorrow or 


day after...” 


This time the flash wasn't as brief; Steve's jaw set, his eyes narrowed. Reaching down, he slid his hand under 
his cock, curling strong fingers around it and giving it several careful tugs. Markus shifted back up onto his 
knees, watching as Steve's hand began to caress his cock, teasing the head, letting his fingers drift down the 
shaft and stroke back up to roll the head over his fingers again. 


Steve's breathing deepened as the shaft thickened in his hand, his eyes still intent on Markus, every beat of 
his heart sending more blood pumping into his cock. His hand began working the shaft harder, long, slow 
strokes, pressing his cock to his stomach and dragging his nails up the underside. Markus reached between 
Steve's thighs and cupped his balls, rolling and massaging, brushing his fingers over the skin behind the sac. 
Steve's hand moved a litle faster, his cock stiffening fully, his other hand pinching and rolling his nipples, 
flicking the hard buds, the sight making Markus groan and reach for his own cock. 


Steve's grin was feral, his voice low, his hands never stopping. "Not as old as you fink." 


Markus grinned, giving Steve's balls a final squeeze before climbing to his feet. "And for this | am glad" 
Dropping his jeans to the floor, Markus toed his shoes off, kicking them aside, the jeans quickly following, 
grinning as he lifted one leg at a time and removed his socks. Now as naked as Steve, he spread his legs, fisting 
his cock in time with Steve's strokes. Steve slouched in the chair, running his hand down his chest and over his 
stomach to palm his balls, manipulating the sac as he continued to wank his cock, watching as Markus mimicked 


his movements. The first beads of precum oozed from the slit, Markus groaning as he licked his lips. 


Markus moved closer, freeing his hands and bracing them on the arms of the chair, bending over to swipe his 
tongue over the head of Steve's cock, nipping and licking up his body. Steve tipped his head back and groaned, 
Markus' mouth worming a path all the way up to his neck A rasp of his tongue over Steve's throat and then 
up to his chin, feeling the stubble under his lips, Steve growling and turning his head to meet Markus’ mouth. 


Frantic, teeth clashing, tongues demanding instead of asking, Markus wrapped Steve's hair around his fist and 
pulled his head back as he dragged his mouth free and bit at his throat. "Now you fuck me, ja?" 


Steve snorted. "Get yer arse on the bed, yer too bludi tall to do this standing up." 


Markus laughed, straightening up and unwinding his hand from Steve's hair. Going to his bag, he retrieved a 
bottle of lube, setting it on the table next to the bed before climbing up onto the mattress. Steve stood, joining 
him on the bed, grabbing several pillows and piling them in the middle. "On yer knees." 


Markus knelt behind the pillows, bending over them and resting on his elbows, turning his head to watch as 
Steve reached for the lube. Markus walked his knees apart, feeling the bed dip as Steve moved to kneel 
between his legs, the sound of the lube squirting from the bottle making Markus drop his head and groan. The 
first touch of Steve's fingers against his hole made Markus shiver, the lube cold against him, quickly warming 
as Steve rubbed it around. Markus pushed back as he felt the pressure of Steve's finger push against him, 
slipping into his arse, the slight burn fading quickly. Thrusting it back and forth, Steve quickly added a second, 
curling them and brushing the ridge of flesh inside, making Markus buck and groan. 


Markus dropped his upper body lower when Steve removed his fingers, sighing when the head of Steve's cock 
rubbed over the hole. Another sound of lube being squeezed from the bottle, and the slick sounds of it being 
spread over flesh, Steve hissing at the coolness coating his hot flesh. The tip was back, this time pressing 
forward and spreading the ring around it, Steve gritting his teeth and keeping a steady pressure as his cock 
slid into Markus’ body. 


Markus rocked his hips back, his hands digging into the sheet when he felt the press of Steve's balls, both 
men waiting for a moment to adjust. Steve's hand reached around Markus’ hips and palmed his cock, slowly 
closing his fingers one at a time as he drew back until only the head of his cock remained inside, giving the 
shaft a firm squeeze as he pushed forward again. The lube on Steve's hand made Markus’ cock glide through 
his fist, pumping it as he moved back and forth in his arse. 


Steve groaned; Markus’ arse clamped down around him as he thrust in, relaxing slightly as he drew out, only 
to tighten around the head, making him pause for a moment before the next thrust, his hand teasing and 
pinching the head of Markus’ cock before giving the shaft several firm, fast strokes. Markus rocked on his 
knees, fucking himself and driving his cock into Steve's hand, both finding an easy rhythm and pace, building up 
slowly. The sounds of sliding cocks and heavy pants surrounded them, sparks of heat and lust curling up their 
spines as the fuckstrokes grew faster, flesh slapping flesh, groans and grunts as the fires spread from their 
groins throughout their bodies. 


Smooth strokes becoming stabs, Steve's hips jerking as he hammered his cock into Markus, Markus slamming 
back and forth, his vision greying, blurring the edges of his mind as the familiar ache began low in his back, his 
balls drawing up. Steve ground his teeth, Markus’ arse rippling around his fast moving cock, clenching so tightly 


he felt it drag on the skin 


Markus arched his back like a cat, fists twisting in the sheets as he roared, shaking under Steve as his come 


spilled from his cock, covering Steve's hand as it tugged and twisted the shaft. The last shudders were still 
running through Markus when Steve threw his head back and cried out, hard thrusts of his hips marking each 
burst of seed into Markus’ arse, shivering and grinding as he emptied the last from his balls. 


Leaning over Markus, Steve eased himself back, pulling out carefully and flopping onto his back, breathing hard, 
Markus shoving the pillows out of the way and stretching out on his stomach beside him. The ringing phone 
made him curse, reaching across Steve to answer it, letting his chin rest on Steve's chest. "Ja?" 

Steve tucked his arm behind his head, and watched the expression on Markus' face change from annoyance to 
disbelief to amusement, letting out a long string of German -- including several curses Steve recognized from 
being on the road with them -- before hanging the phone up and snorting with laughter. 

"Wot was tha’ all about?" 

"Was Weiki. He wanted to know did you kick my knee." 


Steve rolled his eyes. "I don’ fink | wanna know." 


